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Now strike the Golden Lyre again ;
A lowder yet, and yet a lowder Strain.
Break his Bands of Sleep asunder,
And rouze him, like a rattling Peal of Thunder.
Hark, hark, the horrid Sound
Has rais'd up his Head ;
As awak'd from the Dead,
And amaz'd, he stares around.
Revenge, revenge, Timotbeus cries,
See the Furies arise I
See the Snakes that they rear,
How they hiss in their Hair,
And the Sparkles that flash from their Eyes I
Behold a ghastly Band,
Each a Torch in his Hand !
Those are Grecian Ghosts, that in Battail were slain,
And unbury'd remain
Inglorious on the Plain :
Give the Vengeance due
To the Valiant Crew
Behold how they toss their Torches on high.
How they point to the Persian Abodes,
And glitt'ring Temples of their Hostile Gods.
The Princes applaud with a furious Joy ;
And the King seiz'd a Flambeau with Zeal to destroy ;
Thais led the Way,
To light him to his Prey,
And, like another Hellen^ fir'd another Troy.